Count me the stairs I climbed to your retreat
in the king's palace that outtop with ease
Olympus' peak, and, counting them, repeat
my pains as sharp and many in their degrees.
My breath I lost, my pulses missed a beat,
my brow was beaded, and I knocked my knees
hearing your voice before I heard it, sweet,
with proud disdain and with denial freeze*
You as a goddess are enthroned above,
but I, no god to reach you when you brood,
from earth below can only send these sighs
soaring to that high heaven of your love,
as men with prayer besiege the solitude
of Jupiter transcendent in the skies.